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surprised. No sane barbarian princeling would have had
the audacity to address the Son of Heaven as though h$
were his equal ; and the tone, taken in all innocence, by
the draftsman of the British missive was indeed bound to
'"appear outrageous in the light of history as known to
Ch'ien Lung and his entourage. ^k/ww *

GJrien Lung himself had made history by subjugating
the last wild nomads of the Eurasian Steppe and thereby
bringing to an end a duel between c the Desert ' and c the
Sown' that had been one of the main threads in the weft
of human history for the past three thousand years.
6 The Son of Heaven 5 had achieved this historic feat
virtually   single-handed.    The   only   other   party   that
could claim any share in the honours was the Caesar_at
"^^loscow.    c The South Sea Barbarians ' (as the Chinese
called the Western water-gypsies who had been washed up
against the south coast of China from that direction) had
had no hand at all in this great victory for the cause j^j
sedentary civilization.    But the personal achievements of
the statesman and warrior Ch'ien Lung could add little to
the effulgence radiating from the Son of Heaven ex officio.
The empire over which he ruled was the oldest, most
successful,  and most beneficent of all living political
institutions.    Its foundation in the third century B.C. had
given a civilized world a civilized government conducted
by a competitively recruited and highly cultivated civil
service^ in place of an international anarchy in which a
number of parochial states, dominated by a hereditary
feudal nobility, had plagued mankind by waging per-
petual   wars   with   one   another.    During   the   twenty
intervening centuries, this carefully ordered world peace
had occasionally lapsed, but such lapses had always been
temporary, and, at the close of Ch'ien Lung's reign, the
latest restoration of c the Middle * Kingdom ' was in ktf

\